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Summary: Harrison Potter was the eldest son of James and Lily, the 
brother of James junior. Once apon a time, he had a happy life. After 
Voldemort though... Sent to the Dursleys, treated like a slave, 
Harrison learned to survive with whatever life threw at him. This is 
his childhood, pre-Hogwarts years - first book in Learning To Survive 
Series. Rating and genres will change. 


1 . Chapter 1 
Prologue 

There were few things Harrison Potter remembered of his time with his 
parents and brother, happy without the threat of Voldemort hanging 
over their head, or fans and newspapers, after the Dark Lord had been 
'killed'. But what he did remember, or know, was simple. 

Harrison was born the eldest by ten minutes. He was son and heir of 
James Potter and Lily Evens; elder brother to James junior. Harrison 
took over his grandfather, who he was named for, with the same flat 
black hair and same bright green eyes, even brighter then his 
mother's; while James took over their mother with his dark red hair, 
freckles, pale skin, but with his father's hazel eyes. 

At first, Harrison and JJ were loved equal, cared for as equal 
brothers. Neither was better or more loved then the other. 

But that all changed when Voldemort attacked. 

The first real memory Harrison had was of his mother taking a toy 
away from him, giving it to JJ. He could have only been a year or so, 
but he was able to make another toy float over it him. Neither his 
parents nor brother noticed. 


The next memory was of his second birthday. There was a big cake, but 
with only JJ's name on it. He remembered stared at the cake, then 



asking his mum why he's name wasn't on the cake. He remembered the 
look of shock on her face before his father stepped in, telling him 
to run and play with the other kids. When he saw the cake again his 
name had been added but it was hardly seen, being written tiny and 
right below JJ's name. 

His last memory of his parents and brother, at that age at least, was 
his father dropping him off on a strange doorstep, pushing him into 
the arms of a large blonde haired man with a purple face. His father 
stepped back and disappeared. Harrison spent the next three days at 
the window, waiting for his father to return. He never did. 


2 . Chapter 2 
Chapter One 

The first day at the Dursleys was the best, not that Harrison knew 
that until many years down the line. He left alone as soon as he had 
finished breakfast, until lunch, then again until dinner. He sat by 
the window, blanket in his arms, staring out at the 
street . 

"Urn . . . boy ? " 

Harrison blinked his big green up at the large man his dad had given 
him to. He turned at once back to the window, just in case his father 
appeared . 

"What's your name, kid?" 

"Harri-son" Harrison muttered, looking back at the man. "Why'd daddy 
leave me here? He coming back?" 

The man's face turned the same purple as before and his eyes went 
very small. It had confused Harrison at first, but he guessed it was 
normal, since the woman in the house hadn't been surprised by the 
colour of the man's face. 

"Your father didn't say" the man's words were angry but Harrison 
understood them all too well. He looked away, back out the window. 

His father would turn up. He knew he would. 

"Harrison? " 

He blinked at the woman, not sure what else to do. She looked a bit 
like his mother - with her face shape and soft eyes when she looked 
at the man and the other boy Harrison had seen for in the 
house . 

"Why are you looking out the window?" 

"Daddy's coming back" Harrison muttered, more to himself. Why was he 
taking so long? Where was he? "I'm watching him." 

The woman sighed and said something but Harrison didn't hear it. He 
hugged the blanket closer to him, leaning his head against the pane 
of the window, his eyes closing for a moment, slipping quite suddenly 
into sleep. 



...so odd... won't stand for it!" 


"...under the stairs ... just until he's eleven ... letter 
says ..." 

Harrison grumbled, turning away from the voices, tugging the blanket 
even closer. He didn't notice his aunt and uncle sitting close by, 
talking in low angry voices, a letter between them from Albus 
Dumbledore and James Potter senior. 

"Maybe we can train him... to cook? Clean?" Vernon Dursley suggested, 
quite calm even though he spoke of such a horrible subject. "It's not 
he'll be good for anything else and I'm not having him any close to 
Dudley then needed!" 

"Of course dear" Petunia, his wife, agreed at once. "As soon as he 
can reach the counters. I'll teach to cook. He can start cleaning 
tomorrow. Starting with his new bedroom, of course." 

"Good" Vernon growled, throwing Harrison a dark look. "Let's leave 
him there tonight. He can have that old mattress from the guest room, 
and some old blankets from Dudley's baby bed." 

"We still have Dudley's old clothes - he'll fit into them and it'll 
be cheaper then buying new ones" Petunia added on. Her husband nodded 
in agreement, standing. They made their way from the living room, up 
to their bedroom. Not once did they look back at the sleeping boy by 
the window; not once did they think about the strange letter they had 
left lying, quite plainly for all to see; not even did they think 
about their son, and how life would change for him, with other child 
in the house. No, for Vernon and Petunia Dursley, life was fine; life 
was good. 

**Let me know what you think please in a review, thanks guys :) 

-k k 


3 . Chapter 3 
Chapter Two 

Harrison was woken by the cold window pressing against the side of 
his face. He flinched away from it, eyes suddenly open wide, and just 
about stopped himself from toppling over the seat, onto the floor. 
Instead he moved closer to the window, staring out at the night sky 
in fascination. It was so big... so dark... and all those little 
shinning dots... 

He could remember, as if from a dream, a dark haired man - Sir! he 
thought the man was called - pointing up at the sky, showing JJ and 
another boy, Aries Black, teaching them. Harrison had watched from 
his window, looking down on his family from his bedroom. 

Now, though, he could stare at the night sky for as long as he 
wanted. So he did. 

Time passed annoyingly quickly, and before long the sky was turning 
from black to dark blue, then greens, reds, oranges, pinks, yellows, 
and finally to the light blue and white Harrison knew only too well. 
As soon it was the normal colour the boy turned away, looking around 



some something else to catch his attention. 


His eyes caught on the yellow thick paper in the middle of the couch. 
It was just like what his parents would write on, and on what letters 
came on. But in a house like this one, it looked so odd... old really, 
and out of place. So he jumped down from the window still and 
tottered over, grabbing it before rushing back to the window, just in 
case his father had come back while he wasn't looking. But there was 
no sign of the man. His eyes turned sad and he looked away, head 
bowed as his eyes caught on the thick paper he had picked up. 

Being three, there wasn't much Harrison could read on it. He knew 
names though, especially his and his brother's - both of which were 
on the letter. He threw out his leg, hitting on the other side of the 
window sill, annoyed. It was about him! He wanted to know what it 
said! But there wasn't anyone around to tell him. 

Maybe he would ask the man or the woman later, when they came 
downstairs . 

"Boy ! " 

Harrison jumped at the loud shout, his feet hitting the floor before 
he had even noticed that he had jumped off the sill, and he quickly 
stuffed the letter in his back pocket, wide eyes on the door of the 
living room. The man stood there, his face even more purple then 
Harrison had seen before. 

"Come here, boy" the man growled. Harrison glanced around, then 
pointed at himself. Was the man talking to him? The man growled 
again, waddling over, grabbing him by his arm and dragged him 
forward, into the kitchen, and all but threw him at the woman, then 
stormed off, feet thundering on every footfall. 

"Here boy" the woman snapped. In her hand was a knife. Harrison had 
seen his mother use them, once, to cut food up, and was told to never 
go near them. So he shook his head, backing away. 

"Mummy said not go near" he muttered. The woman looked annoyed, then 
angry . 

"Well, your mummy isn't here, is she?" The woman snapped, grabbing 
his arm and pulled him closer. "So, use the knife and cut these up. 
Don't cut yourself." She shoved him to the table, where some small 
potatoes sat. Harrison stumbled slightly, turning to stare at the 
potatoes. The potatoes stared back at him, as did the knife next to 
them. He glanced shyly over his shoulder at the woman. She was 
cutting food as well, calmly and with the same far away look his 
mother sometimes had. He tried to copy her - placed one hand on the 
potato, keeping it in place, and cut on the other side. He pressed 
the knife down on the furthest side of the potato from his hand, 
cutting slowly into small pieces. Once he had cut that side up, he 
glanced over at the woman again, trying to see what she had done to 
cut the second side. He frowned as he watched her move his hand 
further away from the knife, but was still cutting. It seemed to work 
though . . . 

"Petunia! Why does the boy have a knife?" 

Both the woman and Harrison jumped. The knife slipped from his grip. 



dropping onto the table with a 'clang', almost on his hand. 

"He's helping with lunch" the woman - Petunia, Harrison guessed - 
answered shortly. She glared at him, like he had done something 
wrong. "You - boy! Stay away from knives!" 

"But . . . but . . . " Harrison tried to wrap his head around what was 
happening, but in the end just nodded. " Yes ... mama . " 

That was the wrong thing to say. The woman's face turned the same 
purple as the man's had been before. She surged forward, hand out. It 
snapped down, slapping his check, leaving a burning pain he knew only 
too well from falling down. A whimper came from his lips but he 
stopped anything else. 

"Never" she whispered deadly to him, face up close to his. "Never 
call me your mother. I'm not your mother. We are not related." 

"I'm sorry" Harrison whispered, one hand clamping to the side of his 
face that she hit. "What's your name?" 

The woman snorted, moving away. She didn't answer, going back to her 
cutting. The man came around the table, grabbing Harrison's arm and 
dragged him away, into the living room. 

"You stay there, boy" he pushed Harrison towards the window. "And 
stay out of our way!" 

Harrison nodded, curling into a ball where he had slept the night 
before, pulling the blanket still there over his legs and shoulders. 
Once covered he took the letter from his pocket, staring at it. 

Oh, how he wished he could read what it said. 

The rest of the day he stayed by the window, the letter clasped in 
his hand. Sometimes he slept; sometimes he just stared at the people 
walking around, or the flowers outside. He smiled wishfully as a cat 
jumped in the air, trying to get a bird, running after it, though on 
the ground. A dog walked along by its owner, stopping as soon as it 
saw the cat, and the cat slunk away quickly. The dog and owner walked 
on without second thought of the cat. 

Harrison fell asleep somewhere between watching a man clean his car 
and two boys, much older then him, ride their bikes by. When he woke 
it was dark and the stars were out again. He had a pillow under his 
head. He smiled, watching them until his eyes felt heavy again and 
closed, a hand still on the letter in his pocket. 


End 
f lie . 



